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- one - 


Author's Notes: 

Hey everyone, I'm back again! I've recently gotten back into my music, so I've been writing a lot lately, actually. 
But | haven't finished any of the others yet-| wanted to do something intense first, hah. So | watched this 
video where Dave told a story about how protective he was of his Metallica bandmates back in the day, and it 
inspired me to make this, | guess. The idea just came outta nowhere, pretty much. One of the parts in this is 
actually a variation of Dave's story. Also, this is another one where it's kind of an experimental style for me. | 
like it though, | like doing things with progressions and development like this. The title is a part of “Sweating 
Bullets" by Megadeth. As always, thank you to everyone who has read and reviewed my other stories, and | 
don't own any of the people/bands/music mentioned, only the plot/story. Hope you enjoy 2 


one 
Dave was protective of his bandmates. 


If someone fucked with his friends, they fucked with him too. And Dave was not someone people wanted to 


fuck with. Several times he'd seen someone messing with one of them, either talking shit or pushing them 


around, and he'd immediately gone over and let whoever it was know to back off. 
He wasn't the leader of the band, but he liked to think that he looked out for the other guys. 


James and Dave had gone on a late night run to the store to pick up some snacks and beer. Lars and Ron had 
stayed back at the apartment, leaving the singer and guitarist in charge of what the four of them would 
share with the money they'd managed to scrape together. At least they'd had one gig this week 


As James glanced over the shelves, the guy next to him, an old, balding man, looked him up and down and 
scoffed. "Goddamn long haired hippies." he muttered, and James tensed, biting his lip as he stared at the floor. 
The man continued to rant. "Why don't you get a haircut? You just look dirty like that" 


James looked away, wringing his hands and avoiding the guy's eyes. He was never good at confrontation, 
especially from strangers. He could tell the guy was about to say something else, but before he could, Dave 
appeared, seemingly out of nowhere, at the end of the aisle. 


"Hey, man, why are you makin such a big deal about his hair?" Dave asked, crossing his arms as he moved to 
stand next to James. He smirked. "What, you want him to get a haircut so he can give some to you, maybe 


get your wife to love you again?" 


James snickered, and Dave grinned, watching the guy scoff and sputter as he tried to think of a response, 
before he simply huffed and stormed away, muttering under his breath. The two watched him go for a 


moment before they turned to each other, cracking up again and laughing quietly to themselves. 

"How do you do that, man?" James asked. "I could never think of shit like that!" 

Dave just grinned and shrugged, and James knew there really was no answer. Dave was just being Dave. 
two 


"What the fuck do you mean your band's supposed to play here tonight?!" Dave shouted, crossing his arms 
over his chest. The tall, skinny creature in front of him wearing three pounds of makeup and hair sprayed 


three feet high did the same thing, giving the guitarist a dirty look of his own. 


‘| mean we were booked for this venue two weeks agol" he yelled, his voice annoying and high pitched. Dave 
couldn't stand glam metal guys. He didn't even want to use the term "metal" to describe them. They were all 
the same - pretentious, stuck-up junkies who wore six inch heels and too much makeup but somehow sfil/ got 


girls, and they made sure to let everyone know that a man in pink spandex could get a woman. 


"Two weeks ago" Dave muttered, shaking his head before he scowled at the guy. "We were booked for this 


venue three weeks ago!" 


"That's not my fault!" the guy hollered. "No one told me some other band was playing on the same day as we 


were!" 


"Well, no one told me some band of fucking queers would be here when we were supposed to play!" Dave 
snapped back, trying to dig up anything he could to piss this guy off. "You think all that makeup makes you look 
better? You think those high heels make you play better?" 


"Fucker!" the guy yelled, his fists clenching at his sides. "I oughta kick your ass!" 


Dave almost laughed. This guy kicking his ass. What a joke. "Maybe you could," he remarked with a smirk 


"because | wouldn't wanna hit a woman." 


At that moment, just as the guy's face twisted in fury and he looked like he was about to punch Dave, James 
finally decided to show up. He stepped out of the venue and immediately moved to stand beside Dave. "| talked 
to the owner," he began before either of the men could start up. "and he said he didn't realize he booked us 


both on the same day.” 


"What are we supposed to do now?!" the guy yelled, and Dave rolled his eyes. James shifted nervously, wringing 


his hands. 


"Well, he said we can either both do a show, like, we split our sets and just--both play," he explained. "or he 


said one of us could leave and just come back next week." 


"We were here first!" the guy screeched, now facing James and pointing a pink fingernail at him. "Half our shit's 
set up inside! So why don't you get the fuck outta here and just go get drunk somewhere until you pass out! 
lve heard about you guys, isn't that the only thing your band's good for anyway?!" 


"Heyl" Dave shouted, roughly shoving the guy back. He stumbled a bit and glared at Dave. "You shut the fuck 


up and leave him outta this!" 


"Dave!" James cut in, putting his hand on the guitarists arm and pulling him back. "Just take it easy, man!" 
Dave crossed his arms and breathed out slowly through his nose, narrowing his eyes at the guy now fixing his 


hair and giving Dave a dirty look. James sighed. "Look.l'm sure we can sort this out somehow." 


Dave didn't agree, but he knew he wasn't the leader of the band, and that James could probably manage to fix 
this. He always did know what to do. 


Somehow, James managed to convince the guy to come back with his band on another day, and Metallica would 
too. Instead of one of the bands playing at the venue, or both of them playing with shorter sets, they agreed 
to leave for the day and just come back another time, preferably on different days. Dave didn't know how the 
singer did it - if it was up to him, he would have made sure the guy got the fuck out of there, or he'd make 
him regret staying. But James always managed to solve something without things getting too heated. 


"Dude," James began once the guy was gone, and they were back at the singer's car. "you don't have to get so 


pissed. He's just some asshole we'll never see again. Fuck, man, | thought you were gonna fight him for a 


second!" 

For some reason, Dave didn't want to admit to James that he would have if it had continued. 
three 

Dave wasn't the first to see it this time. 


It was Lars who pointed it out to him. They'd been hanging out in a small venue right after they'd played a 
show, hanging out amongst the crowd. Talking to the fans in the audience, the members of the opening bands, 
or hanging out by the bar. It'd been a pretty good night, until the drummer came to him. 


"Dave," Lars began, tapping him on the arm, and the guitarist turned around, noticing Lars' uneasy expression 


immediately. He could feel his "band leader instincts" already starting to awaken 


"What's up, man?" he asked. Lars gestured to the crowd, and that's when Dave saw it. Some chubby guy 
pushing Cliff around and ranting. From where he was, the guitarist couldn't hear what the guy was saying, but 
he could see the look on his face, and the look on Cliff's face. 


Dave's fists clenched at his sides. It hadn't taken long for him to become just as protective of Cliff as he was 
of the other guys. He hadn't encountered anyone messing with their new bassist yet, but he'd known right 
when Cliff had joined the band that he'd look out for him just as he looked out for James and Lars. 


"That dude's been fockin’ with people all night." Lars explained. "He just started fockin’ with Cliff and | told him 
to fock off but he just said the same thing to me." 


Dave glared at the guy as he began to move toward him, whatever else Lars was saying fading into the 


background as he approached the man. The closer he got, the more he could hear what he was saying. 


"Pussy." the guy muttered, shoving Cliff again, and Dave narrowed his eyes as he watched the scene. "You're 
not even gonna say anything? What's wrong, you ca--" 


"Hey, man" Dave began, tapping the guy on the shoulder. He turned around, his pudgy face twisted in anger, 
and the guitarist took one look at him before he pulled his arm back and swung his fist straight into the guy's 


face. 


Blood gushed from his nose almost immediately, and he screeched, his hands flying up to his face. "Fuck!" he 
squealed, blood seeping out through his fingers and dripping down his arms. Dave simply glared at him, holding 
his ground. 


"Don't fuck with my band members." he growled, and the guy gave him a pathetic attempt at a glare, his lower 
lip wobbling and tears filling his eyes. 


"What the fuck, man?!" the guy whimpered, a few tears beginning to drip down his cheeks, and Dave smirked. 


"Oh, who's the pussy now?" he taunted, and the guy tried to give him another pathetic glare before he whirled 
around and stormed off, loud whimpers and sniffles escaping him as he ran off with his hands over his bloody 
nose. Dave watched him go, still smirking, before he turned back to Cliff. 


The bassist was giving him a look he couldn't read, his normally calm expression reflecting a multitude of 


different emotions. "You didn't have to hit him, man" 


The guitarist shrugged. "I don't let people fuck with my band members." was all he said, and Cliff stayed quiet, 
knowing there wasn't anything else he could say. 


four 


They'd been at the party for maybe ten minutes before Lars had managed to shoot off his big mouth to the 


wrong person. 


It was some guy in some shitty band that Lars apparently didn’t like, and Lars apparently didn't know he was 
there that night. The drummer had been letting his opinion of whatever song was playing on the radio be 
known to everyone - if he thought it was great, if he thought it sucked, if he thought the one song was good 
but the rest of the songs by that band sucked, and vice versa. And of course, he couldn't keep his mouth 
shut about what he thought of the bands either. Lars had a big mouth, everyone knew, and everyone also 
knew that he loved to use it. 


"Hey, what's the worst song this band ever did?" he asked the guy next to him, who simply grinned while 


sipping on his beer. Lars laughed. "Every one of ‘em" 


"What the fuck did you just say?" another guy questioned darkly, his expression a glare of death. Lars, being 
Lars, simply grinned. 


"| said this band fockin' sucks, man!" he continued, not noticing the guy still glowering at him and beginning to 
inch forward, closer to him. "All their songs sound the fockin' same! It's like they had the one shitty idea that 
they decided to go with for the whole thing!" He laughed, nudging the guy next to him with an elbow. The 
glaring man suddenly lunged forward and grabbed the front of Lars’ shirt, yanking him forward, and the 


drummer shouted in surprise. 
Dave was watching the whole thing from where he stood across the room. 


"That's my fuckin’ band you're talkin’ about!" the man yelled, his arm shooting out as he released Lars’ shirt, 
shoving him to the floor. The drummer gave a small cry as he crumpled to the ground, his hands flying up to 
cover his face. Dave felt something snap inside him as his hand tightened around the cup in his hand, his 
fingers crushing the plastic before he let it fall. The guy stood over Lars, still shouting as a crowd began to 


gather. 


In one swift motion, Dave crossed the room and grabbed the guy, twisting his arm behind his back with one 
hand and locking his arm around his neck with the other. The guy shrieked, pawing at Dave's arm and thrashing 
to escape, but the guitarists grip didn't even loosen 


"The fuck, man!" he yelled, struggling in Dave's grip. Lars nervously looked up at the scene from where he laid 


on the floor, rubbing his cheek with one hand. 


"That's my bandmate you're fucking with." Dave hissed, his arm tightening around the guy's neck and his 
fingernails digging into his wrist. 


"Did you hear the shit he was saying about me?!" he shouted, looking down at Lars on the floor. "I'm not gonna 


take that from some little fa--" 


The loud snapping sound rang out through the room, even over the music, as Dave yanked the guy's arm 
backwards. He screamed, and the crowd looked on in shock as Dave simply shoved him to the floor. As the guy 
held his arm and wailed, the people that had gathered began to back away, looking nervously at Dave, but the 
guitarist paid them no mind. 


He turned around, noticing Lars now standing, wringing his hands and looking nervously at the man screaming 


and rolling around on the ground. His expression was one of fear and uneasiness, and Dave raised an eyebrow. 


"Don't worry, man." he put in, gesturing to the man on the floor. "I took care of him. He's not gonna fuck with 


you again" 

It took Dave a long time to realize that Lars hadn't been looking at the man who'd pushed him, but at Dave. 
five 

Dave was drunk 


Not drunk enough to be completely out of control, but enough so that every little thing seemed to set him off. 
Some guy had bumped into him a few minutes ago and he'd almost punched him. He'd also lost James not long 
after they'd first entered the club, and the singer was most of his impulse control, so he was like a ticking 
time bomb waiting to go off. 


The guitarist moved through the crowds, silently seething with his hands shoved deep into his pockets. He 
didn't even know why he was mad - it was really just something that happened when he got drunk The other 
guys would get silly and happy, and Dave would get angry. It was something that sort of divided him from 
them. 


Out of the corner of his eye, he saw it. He found James. He was standing in the middle of the crowd, a small 


space around him, with some big, beefy guy getting in his face. Dave's expression darkened, his fists clenching 
as he watched this man shove James roughly, shouting something at the singer that Dave couldn't hear. As 
the guitarist stormed over, he felt a proud smirk come to his face as James shoved the guy back, but it 
quickly turned into a snarl as the guy lunged forward and whacked James in the face. 


And Dave snapped. 
"Heyl" he yelled, roughly shoving the guy away from James. "Get the fuck away from him!" 


The next few moments seemed to blur together. One moment, Dave was standing in front of the guy that'd 
been shoving James around, ready to fight, and the next, his head was whipping to the side, his cheek 
throbbing. He heard James cry out for him, his head ringing, and rage rose up from the pit of his stomach 
almost instantly. He stood up, snarling, and before James could say anything else, he lunged at the man in front 


of him. 


The guy was ready. Dave grabbed the man's shirt and managed to land a punch to his jaw, but the guy simply 
shot his palm out and slammed it into Dave's chest, knocking him back. Wheezing, Dave charged at the man 
again, ducking before he could land another hit to the guitarist's face. He threw his shoulder at the man's 
stomach at the same time his foot shot out to kick his knee, and the guy went down like a sack of cement, 
bringing Dave with him. 


But neither of them were done yet. As soon as they hit the ground, the man shoved Dave to the side and 
went to jump on him, but Dave moved before he could The man landed on the floor with a loud grunt, and 
grabbed for Dave, but the guitarist was faster. He rolled on top of the man, his fists raining down on his face 


with loud smacking sounds. 


By this point, a crowd had gathered, murmuring amongst themselves and beginning to chant. The guy was 
struggling underneath Dave, trying to throw him off, but the guitarist couldn't be stopped, his fists continuing 
to pummel the guy's face. At some point, a loud crack sounded even over the club's music and the voices in 


the crowd, and it was obvious that Dave had broken the guy's nose. Possibly more than that. But he still didn't 


stop, his hands still slamming against the man's face and chest, now soaked in blood. 

"Davel" James was shouting. "Dave, stop it! Its not worth it anymore! Davel Dave, it's over! Dave! 

He could hear James. It wasn't like he was completely deaf to everything around him, no, he could hear James' 
voice in the background, pleading for him to stop, that he'd done enough. And there was a part of his mind 
that was still intact, that was trying to listen to James, trying to make him stop. 


But that wasn't the part that was winning. 


Just as he'd landed another punch to the guy's face, he was suddenly yanked back, and he shouted in surprise 


combined with rage, squirming and twisting as he tried to escape the arms now securely wound around him. 


"Dave, enough!" James. Of course it was James. Dave snarled and scratched at James’ arms, trying to pry the 
singer off. In his mind, the only thing that mattered was making sure nobody hurt James again "Stop it, manl 


Dave!" 


There was that part of his mind again, the still intact part, that knew he'd never hurt James, but in that 
moment, something must have swallowed it. All he cared about was getting away. He thrashed and screeched, 
clawing at James' arms and trying to lunge forward, back at the guy on the ground. The guy wasn't even 
moving anymore, his face a mess of blood, but Dave was still blazing, his arms flailing as he kicked and 


scratched like a caged wild animal. 


At some point, Dave looked down, and it suddenly hit him when he saw James’ arms. Wrapped tightly around 
his body, trying to hold him back and pin his arms to his sides, and covered in bloody scratches. 


James' arms. Bleeding. Because Dave was tearing at them trying to get away. Because Dave was hurting him. 


Dave was hurting James. 


He was HURTING JAMES, HE WAS HURTING JAMES, HE WAS HURTING JAMES HE WAS SUPPOSED TO PROTECT 
JAMES HE WAS HURTING HM-- 


The scene blurred before him as he felt something in his brain break, something short-circuit, and he couldn't 


remember anything else. 


Dave wasn't sure when he came back to himself, but when he did, he was sitting upright on James’ bed, his 
head down and his bangs covering his eyes as James pressed an ice pack to his cheek. He winced at the feeling 
of the cold on his flesh, trying to shift away, but James caught his arm with his other hand and didn't let him. 


The guitarist looked down, stared straight ahead, and that's when he saw James’ arms. 


Though the worst of the scratches were covered by bandages, Dave could still see where he'd torn through 
his friend's flesh with his fingers as he'd tried to fight him off. The slashes where the skin hadn't broken were 
red and inflamed, and he could see that some of the deeper ones had started to scab over, leaving small dots 


of dark red along the lines of raised flesh. 


He'd done that. Dave sucked in a breath as he squeezed his eyes shut, not wanting to look at what he'd done. 
He'd done that. HE'D DONE THAT, HED HURT JAMES-- 


"What happened?" Dave asked, his voice hoarse and raspy. James sighed and rubbed the back of his neck with 
the hand that wasn't holding the ice pack to Dave's face. 


"| don't know." James told him, his voice quiet. Dave finally looked up at him, saw the pain and turmoil storming 
in his eyes. "You just lost it, man. You.." He swallowed roughly. "I thought you were gonna kill that guy." 


Dave looked down again, not saying anything. He couldn't say anything. Because he'd thought the same thing. 


All he could say was what he'd been thinking when it had happened. "I wasn't gonna let him hurt you." 


"| know." James said, his voice thick He set the ice pack to the side and reached out to grasp Dave's chin, 
tilting the guitarist's head up to look at the bruise on his cheek. 


Dave winced, not so much because of the now dull throbbing in his face, but at the grimace on James’ face. 


"That bad?" he grunted. 
‘Its not as bad at it was," James put in. "but." 


His words trailed off, his eyes drifting down to Dave's hands, and the guitarist looked down as well, grimacing 
at the mottled bruises and bloody scabs on his knuckles. He stared at them for a few seconds before his eyes 
wandered up, only to catch sight of James’ blood still under his fingernails. He sucked in a breath, squeezing his 
eyes shut before he stared down at his lap instead. 


"l'm sorry." Dave muttered. He felt shame burn his face as he caught sight of the scratches on the singer's 
arms again, and he let out a shaky sigh as he swallowed roughly. 


‘It wasn--" James began, his words trailing off and a sigh escaping him as well. "It's fine. It's over with. Just. 


don't like seeing you like that, man | don't wanna see you like that." 


Dave could see James raise a hand to reach out to him, but the singer pulled back at the last second, letting 
his hand fall into his lap instead. The meaning of the action suddenly hit him, and he felt like something had 


slammed into his chest. James was afraid of him. 
He'd hurt James, he'd hurt James-- 


However, after a moment of hesitation, James did reach out to him, putting his hand on the guitarist's 
shoulder. Dave shrank back, though he wasn't entirely sure why, but James just put his other hand on Dave's 
other shoulder and pulled him close. Dave let out a shaky breath, his eyes burning. He couldn't stop thinking 
about what he'd done. James was right, he had lost it. And hed hurt James 


As much as he tried to hold it back, he felt a few tears slide down his face anyway, and he bit his lip, grateful 


for his hair covering his burning face. 
James couldn't see Dave's face, but he could feel the guitarist's shoulders shaking, knew he was crying, and he 
felt like something had stabbed him in the chest. Dave never cried. Ever. He prided himself on being the 


strongest one in the band, as the one who'd look out for his brothers, even though he wasn't the leader. 


The singer wasn't even sure why Dave was crying. Was it because of what he'd done to James? Did James 


even blame him for what he'd done? He honestly didn't know. 


The only thing he did know was that he was glad Dave couldn't see the tear that had slipped down his cheek. 


six 


They were talking about him. Dave could hear them from where he laid on the living room floor, surrounded 


by beer bottles and cans. They must have thought he couldn't hear them, that he was still passed out. 


"can't keep doing this." he heard Lars say. From where he was, he could tell they were gathered in the 


bedroom. "He's out of control, man. You saw him the other night?" 


‘Ive never seen him like that” James muttered, and in his mind, Dave could see him uncomfortably shifting 
and rubbing the back of his neck "It was like he just snapped. Well, I've seen him snap before, but.never like 


that. He was--yeah, he was outta control." 


"We gotta do somethin" Lars told him, and Dave shifted so he was lying back on his elbows, wincing when the 
light from outside shone into his eyes. "Someone who's like that? Only a matter of time before someone like 


that fockin' turns on you." 


Dave felt like he'd been kicked in the chest. Hearing Lars talk about him in such a way, like he was some kind of 


monster who couldn't control himself, like he didn't trust him. 


"He's not like that!" He heard James trying to defend him, and he let out a silent, bitter laugh. He was always 
the one defending James, defending the other guys, and now James was trying to defend him to no avail. "l 
know, he gets in a lot of fights, and the other night he almost.beat a guy to death," James paused for a 


moment. "but he would never do that to one of us. He was tryin’ to stick up for me, but he just.went too far." 


"He did go too fockin' far!" Lars shouted. "He always goes too far! | heard what he did to that dude in the club! 
And for what, fockin' with you? Some dude pushed you and Dave beat the shit outta him?" Another pause - 
Dave guessed James was nodding quietly. "And that one night some dude pushed me down at a party and Dave 
broke the guy's fockin' arm." 


James didn't say anything for several seconds, so Lars continued after the brief silence. When he spoke, his 
voice was quiet and slightly shaky, but determined. "We can't have someone like that in the band" 


Dave swore something broke inside him. He felt the air leave his lungs as his stomach clenched, and his eyes 


burned as he let out a shaky breath. Hs own bandmates, his brothers, didn’t even fucking trust him anymore. 
He didn't know if he trusted himself anymore, honestly. 


It was quiet again for a long moment before James continued. "So that's it?" he asked, his voice trembling a 


little bit as well. "You just wanna throw him out?" 


"He's outta controll" Lars argued. "You said it too! He turns into a fockin’ maniac!" 


"You're not even gonna give him another chance to get his shit together?" 
"We've been giving him chances!" 
"He doesn't know that!" 


They were silent once more for a few moments before James spoke again. "Cliff, what do you think we should 


do?" he asked. "| know you don't know him as well, but you're part of the band too." 


"| don't know, man." Cliff said, his normally laid-back voice tinged with uncertainty and worry. "That other night 
he just kinda.lost it." 


They kept talking for a few more minutes, each word they said feeling like another hit to Dave's chest. The 

second he heard the door open after another brief silence, Dave quickly laid back down, sprawling out on the 
floor and pretending to still be passed out. He made sure he was turned away from where he knew the guys 
would be coming out of when they inevitably gathered around him, made sure his hair was thrown over his 


face so the guys wouldn't see the agony in his expression. 
He knew what they were going to say, but that didn't make it hurt any less. He could feel their eyes on him 
from where they stood gathered around him, could feel the three expressions burning holes into his body. 


When Lars nudged his side with his foot to wake him up, he felt like the drummer had stabbed him. 


They wanted him gone. They were kicking him out of the band. Because he was violent when he got drunk, 


because he got too angry, because he went too far, because he was a fucking maniac like Lars had said. 


Dave was protective of his bandmates. But he could only protect them from others - not himself. 


